On A Cold Winter's Day 


Author: Catstaff 

Bands: Sabaton 

Characters: Joakim Brodén, Par Sundström, Hannes Van Dahl 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Non-Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Tue Jun 27 2023 21:08:25 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
This is a prequel to my Sabaton story Today We Are Brothers, written for a challenge to include "width", 
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Mid-December 1914, somewhere near Ypres 


Private Joakim Brodén peered about with interest as he and several members of his platoon trudged behind 
half a dozen horse-drawn wagons, everyone's breath sending up puffs of white in the frosty air. They were on 
their way towards the little village where they were to meet with their quartermaster to collect and 
transport their supplies back to the trenches. From the gossip around the platoon, whoever was in charge of 
resupply didn't want to risk his men, or perhaps his motor vehicles, by bringing them all the way to the lines. 
This was supposedly the compromise which had been reached: the quartermaster corps would bring the 
supplies to this little village where command had made its headquarters, and then men would be sent back 


from the trenches to collect them. 


A large building caught his attention as they entered the village, something that appeared to have been a 


concert hall or a theater, or perhaps a boarding school of some sort. It seemed unusual for such a small 


village to have such a relatively grand building within, but such things happened occasionally. His own village on 
the Danube back in Bavaria, had once been the home of a monastery. The grand church remained intact and 
looked rather like a giant hen surrounded by a flock of young chicks when seen together with the modest 
houses and shops. Even the gristmill where his late father had worked seemed tiny in comparison to the 


church. 


The wagons came to a halt in front of the large building, and Corporal Par Sundstrém ordered the men to wait 
while he alerted the quartermaster's people that they were there for their supplies. He entered the building, 


returning a few minutes later with a frown. 


"There has been some sort of delay, and our supplies aren't yet here," Par informed them. "They are expected 
within the next few hours, however. | want no trouble, but you may amuse yourselves for the moment. Any 
fool becoming drunk and disorderly, or starting a fight, will be disciplined accordingly. Report back in three 
hours, at which time we will hopefully be able to pick up our supplies and transport them to the front with 


us. 
"Yes, Corporal," the men chorused before moving off in several different directions. 


"Jocke, will you come with us for something to eat and drink?" Hannes van Dahl called to him. "I spotted a 


tavern that seems to be open" 


"Sure, thank you," Joakim said with a smile. Hannes, the son of a wealthy Berlin jeweler, had proven to be a 
friendly young man who never acted snobbish towards the men who came from poor backgrounds and lacked 
much in the way of formal education. He fell in beside the tall young man, walking behind three or four others 


who had the same idea. 


Hannes paid for bowls of stew and mugs of beer for everyone in the group, sitting beside Joakim and talking 
wistfully about his family back in Berlin. But before he could get too maudlin, another of the men called out, 


"Hey, Jocke, give us a song, man!" 
"Why do you always ask me to sing?" Joakim laughed. "I'm not that good!" 
"Sure you are," the man responded. "You're better than any of us, anyway!" 


Shaking his head with another laugh, Joakim washed down the last bit of his stew with the last of his beer, 
then said, "All right, I'll sing if | must” He thought for a moment, then launched into one of the bawdy tunes so 
popular with the men, earning a roar of approval before the others joined in. Three songs later, he called for a 
break for himself, slipping out to find the facilities as the tavern didn't seem to have indoor plumbing. 


After taking care of business, he started to head back inside when he heard the distinctive sound of a piano, 
and out of curiosity, went to see where it was coming from. As he poked his head into the open rear doors of 
the large building, Joakim confirmed his initial impression of the place being a concert hall of some sort. A 


smallish upright piano sat against one wall, surrounded by boxes of ammunition and crates of rifles. He stepped 


further inside, seeing sacks of flour piled on the other side, with ropes of sausages hanging from hooks on the 


wall. 


The piano tune came from behind a curtain, so he picked his way through the supplies, irrelevantly wondering 
why his platoon wasn't simply given what they should have out of what was already stored here. Well, that 
likely enough had to do with inventory and orders - if what was here was supposed to go to another unit, the 
people here wouldn't want to give it to his unit and then possibly come up short when the people who were 
supposed to receive this stuff came to collect it. Then he smiled to see two grand pianos on a stage facing a 
large open hall filled with makeshift desks where clerks busily marked down numbers in ledgers or took notes 
for the officers coming and going at random. A very young man sat at one of the pianos, playing an elaborate 
piece that Joakim didn't recognize, but he smiled and applauded quietly, appreciating the boy's talent. Then he 


got a crazy idea. 


Approaching the boy, Joakim asked, "Do you know who might be in charge of the things that were stored here 
before it turned into a supply depot?" 


Without missing a note, the boy said, "Commander von Ruden, why?" 


Joakim smiled. "Well, because | can play piano, and | saw a small one in the back by the ammunition. If | can get 


permission to take it from here, I'll have a piano, and you'll have more space to store necessary supplies.” 
The young man laughed. "Well, | suppose it's worth asking.” 


| should go and measure it before | make the request," Joakim said thoughtfully. "I'd hate to get permission 
only to find that the width of the piano is greater than that of the wagon! Thank you." He ducked back into the 
backstage area and ‘borrowed’ a tape measure from a box of tools and measured the height, width, and depth 
of the piano. Then he went outside and measured the length and width of the wagon beds. To his relief, the 


piano would fit. 


After returning the tape measure, Joakim went in search of Commander von Ruden. The officer listened to 


Joakim's request and laughed. “Surely you jest!" he said. 

"No, sir, I'm perfectly serious," Joakim said, keeping his tone respectful. "You're not using it, right? Not when 
you've two perfectly good grand pianos as well. So you don't need the little upright, and it's taking up space you 
could use to store more supplies." 

Commander von Ruden just shrugged. "How do you even intend to take it away from here?" he asked. 


"| don't know," Joakim admitted. "But | would like to try, sir." 


"Oh... very well," Commander von Ruden decided. "If you can get it out of here, you may take it. But you must 
have it gone from here before Christmas, and that's final. Understood?" 


"Yes, sir," Joakim said with a smile. "Thank you, Sir. Um, may | have that in writing, please? In case anyone 


should try to stop me from taking it or accuse me of stealing it or something.’ 


The commander rolled his eyes but nodded. "Yes, yes, | suppose you would need something like that. Well, as | 


am the final authority here, | can do that" He called for one of the clerks, who stepped into his office. 
"Yes, Commander?" the clerk asked, saluting. 

| need you to write up the following order," Commander von Ruden said. "Private, er.." he looked at Joakim. 
"Private Joakim Brodén, sir," Joakim supplied. 


"Yes. Private Joakim Brodén is hereby granted permission to remove the upright piano from the storage room 
here and transport it wherever he wishes. However, the piano must be transported before Christmas, 
otherwise this order is null and void," the commander said. "Make two copies, one for the files here and one 


for Private Brodén to keep, in case anyone should challenge his possession of the piano." 


"Sir, yes, sir!" the clerk said with another salute. He sat down at the second desk in the commander's office 


and wrote out the orders, quickly and neatly, then handed them to him to sign. 


Commander von Ruden signed both copies of the orders and stamped them with his unit's seal, then handed 
one copy to Joakim. "There you are, Private, and may you have the joy of transporting that piano to wherever 


it is you intend taking it" 


Joakim accepted his copy of the order with a smile and a salute. "Thank you, sir," he said, then exited the 


office. He found the other men from his platoon who were on this assignment gathered by their wagons. 


A convoy of trucks, some pulling trailers, had pulled in. Corporal Par Sundstrém, the platoon leader, was talking 
to the sergeant who appeared to be in charge of the convoy, but he looked increasingly annoyed. Eventually he 
stomped back over to his own men. "Right, our resupply, or rather, most of our resupply, is on those trucks. 

They tell me they'll have it all entered into the ledgers in about an hour, at which time we will be permitted to 
load our wagons. However, the ammunition belts for our machine guns didn't get sent for some reason, and l'm 


told its going to be a week before they'll arrive." 


A week from today will be the 23" d of the month, Joakim thought to himself, which means | can figure out the 
logistics of moving my piano and come back for it then, as thats still before Christmas. His eyes brightened and 


he called out, "Corporal, | volunteer to return for the ammunition belts." 
Par looked at him and nodded. “All right. You look to be one of the stronger men, so it might as well be you, 
Joakim. You and.." he glanced around at the others, and decided, "Heinrich, you'll also go, I'd rather send two 


wagons in case the crates are bulkier than expected." 


"Yes, Corporal," Heinrich said. 


As soon as they were cleared to do so, the men loaded their wagons and set off for their section of the 
trenches. Joakim drove one of the wagons this time, with Heinrich, who'd driven on the way to the village, 
seated beside him. 


Joakim grinned. "When we come back, you're going to help me transport one other thing besides our 
ammunition," he said. "I've checked the width and length of the wagon box, and it will fit - plus, what | intend to 
bring back will be the final thing to give everyone as happy a Christmas as can happen, stuck out here." 


Heinrich looked at Joakim nervously. "We won't get in trouble for this, will we?" he asked. "And what are we 


moving, anyway?" 


"We won't get into trouble," Joakim promised. "I have written permission from the commander of the supply 


depot, in fact. As to what we'll transport - an upright piano." 


"A piano?" 


